On the left of the Stradone, the chief street and
the newest, between two and three hundred years
old, at right angles to it, shadowed by tall and an-
cient houses, tiny alleys, ending in steep flights of
steps, lead up toward the mountain. On the flat to
its right is a happy maze of alleys, clean, strange^
old, yet never sad. A delicious cheerfulness reigns
in Ragusa. From the dimness of venerable door-
ways smiling faces look forth. They lean down
from carved stone balconies. Gay voices chatter at
the foot of frowning walls, huge bastions, mighty
watch-towers; before the statue of Roland, near the
Dogana which has a loggia and Gothic windows; by
the fine and massive Onofrio fountain, which for
over four hundred and seventy years has given wa-
ter to the inhabitants; among the doves by Porta
Place, which leads to the harbor. The wide, but
intimate, Stradone toward noon and evening is
thronged with cheerful and neatly dressed citizens,
strolling to and fro in the soft air between the de-
licious little shops full of fine rugs, weapons, chains,
and filigree ornaments.

Opposite the fountain of Onofrio are the church,
monastery, and cloisters of the Franciscans, with a
courtyard and an old pharmacy containing some
wonderful vases* At the east end of the Stradone,
away to the right, are the church of San Biagio, the
cathedral, and the Palazzo dei RettorL On the other
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